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The Storm 


Author's Notes: 

This is my first time ever writing something even remotely like this, so if you think it is horrible, you have 
been forewarned. My inspiration to write this came from MetallichickLars, whose fics are beyond excellant. 
Please let me know what you think, even if you think its horrible. | hope you enjoy, this is based on something 
that | would think about a lot, and since there were no stories about it, | wrote my own. Please, read, review, 


and enjoy 


NUNN NNNN NN NNN NN NNN 


Its cold outside, like any reasonable person would expect in November, yet for some reason it comes as a 
surprise to me. Maybe it's because | am sitting outside on my patio, wearing only a thin pair of black sweats 
and an equally thin T-Shirt. Or maybe its because | have been sitting out here for hours, so wrapped up in 
my thoughts that | didn't notice as the temperature dropped or that snowflakes had begun to fall. Wait, 


snowflakes? 


| look up from my seat on the ground to find that it has indeed begun to snow, and only now do | remember 


that there had been a snowstorm warning earlier. | must have been really out of it, because now | can't seem 
to remember how | got home, only that | did. | can't be bothered to think on it now, it just doesn't seem that 
important to me. | shift slightly on the ground, pulling my knees to my chest and tightly wrap my arms around 
them as | stare out over the Bay Area. 


These last six months have been hell, but at no point during those months did | feel as lost as | feel now. | 
wish | could remember what happened, but | can't seem to be able to concentrate on anything. It feels like 
someone stuffed cotton into my head, for everything is hazy. | feel so calm, like all the pain of the last six 
months has just up and disappeared. Some part of my mind tells me that this isn’t healthy, that this had 


happened before with disastrous consequences, but | easily block it out. Practice makes perfect | guess. 


I'm jolted out of my thoughts as | hear sirens in the distance. | look up to find that the snow has become to 
fall quite heavily, and | know that | should go outside, considering the fact that | am woefully unprepared for 
this weather, but | just ignore that thought. I've been doing that a lot lately, ignoring the thoughts running 
through my head, not my most brilliant idea but | don't care anymore. That's the key thing, what all my 
thoughts have lead to. | just don't care. At one point that would have scared me, but after the past six 
months, it doesn't bother me. 


| focus again on my view of the Bay Area only to find that the snow has blocked any view that | had. All 
around me is a sea of white. For all the beauty, | feel nothing. | don't feel the cold on my skin anymore; | don't 
feel the snowflakes as they settle around me. It feels like the cold has penetrated my body, and wrapped itself 
around my heart, freezing anything that | may have felt. There is no emotion in me now, and as | sit here | 
know that | deserve this. | knew that something was going to go wrong, but typical me | just plunged ahead 
without thinking out all the angles, and now I'm paying for it. 


The temperature is dropping more and more, and I'm starting to feel it a little as | start to shiver. | pull my 
knees closer and against my will the memories of what brought me to this point in time begin to swamp over 
me. So lost am | in my memories that | don't notice as | fall to the ground: curled into a ball as the snow 
begins to stick to the ground. | don't notice as tears fall from my eyes, freezing before they can hit the 


ground. All | can see are the memories. 


Back to the Beginning 


Author's Notes: 
Here we go again! Hope you like! Again, thanx to my new buddy MetallichickLars for all her help! 


RUN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNNNA NNN NN NNN NNN NN NNN 


RUN VNVNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NN NNN NNN NNN NN NNN 


I'm lying in bed staring up at the ceiling, wishing that | could sleep. I've been laying here for hours, and I've 
tried everything, counting sheep, humming songs, you name it. Damn it, if | can't sleep | might as well try to do 
something useful. | swing my legs over the side of the bed and drag myself up. I'm only in boxers, but no ones 
here so fuck it. | grab my robe and head downstairs, | need caffeine. 


My coffee's done, so now l'm sitting at my kitchen table, trying not to think about why | can't sleep and failing 
miserably. Later today is the press conference where | will announce Metallica's lawsuit against Napster. Even 
now | can still feel the fiery anger | felt when | turned on the radio to find an unfinished version of "| 
Disappear" playing. It was shortly after that that | first heard about Napster, and when | found out that every 


song Metallica had ever recorded was available for free downloading over the Internet, | lost it. 


| started cursing rapidly in Danish, pacing the room like an angry lion, just waiting for something to strike out 
at. James was yelling at me to calm down, but | barely heard him over the ringing in my ears. Pacing did 
nothing to help me, | needed something else. | looked up and my eyes lit on my desk, where all the paperwork | 
had been working through the other day was. In my fury | grabbed the desk and flipped the whole thing over, 
not giving a damn when all my paperwork went flying, or when the glass paperweights shattered as they hit 
the floor. 


Kirk and James grabbed my arms and dragged me away from the desk, but | wasn't in the mood to calm down, 
| pulled free of their grasps and dug out my cell phone, speed-dialing our long time lawyer Peter Paterno. For 
the next several hours, | was constantly on the phone, talking to Metallica's lawyers, managers, and various 
other suits. At the end of that day, a meeting was set up between Metallica, our managers at Q Prime, and 


our legal team. 


It was during that meeting that we collectively decided to go forth with a lawsuit against Napster for 
copyright infringement and for violations of the RICO act. Napster did not ask us for the right to use 
Metallica's music, they took that choice away from us, and | couldn't tolerate that. We had worked hard to get 


where we are today, and we will protect what is ours, whatever the cost. 


| take another sip of my coffee; only to spit it back out, its gotten cold. | look over at the clock, 6:30? Damn, | 
have a meeting with the guys at eight, and if | don't get my ass in gear l'm going to be late. Forty-five 


minutes later I'm headed out the door, hair still wet from my shower. 


The meeting itself was tense, everyone was discussing the possible backlash that could happen once | 
announced the suit against Napster. Jason even tried to talk me out of announcing it, saying that we should 
just let someone else take care of it. We weren't the only people that were against Napster, and he knew it. | 
immediately shot that idea down, | didn't want someone to sue Napster then have Metallica come out and 
support them, that's just not us. The meeting continued round and round until | just got fed up with it and left, 


for | only had an hour until press time. 


| excused myself from the meeting and went into an empty room, pacing up and down, softly muttering to 
myself. | heard the door open behind me, but whoever was there said nothing, and quickly left. | reached into 
my pocket and grabbed the statement that | had written earlier, just to make sure it was there before | 


headed out to my car to drive to the press conference. 


Right after | got there | was quickly escorted through the throngs of photographers to the small stage that 
had been erected for me. | slowly walked up to the podium, and just stood there, waiting for the press to calm 


down. It was now or never, and | never back down from anything once I've got my mind set on it. 


"Ladies and gentleman of the press, | am here to announce the intention of Metallica to sue the Internet file 
sharing company Napster." | read from the paper in front of me, not really focusing on the reporters until | 
had finished my statement. Only when | looked up did | feel a flash of foreboding, the reporters looked like 

Christmas had come early this year. | shook it off and walked off the stage, and not stopping to answer any 


questions, | got in my car and went home. 


Once | got home | collapsed on the couch, shaking slightly. The whole ride home all | could think of was the looks 
of the reporters, and the warning bells that had gone off in my head. | raised my hand to run my fingers 
through my hair, only then realizing that | was shaking. 


What the fuck is wrong with me? | got up and stumbled over to the mini bar, fixing myself a martini to help 
calm me. Its not a big deal; it will be news for a litle bit then they will find something else to talk about. 
You're making this into a far bigger deal then it really is Ulrich. How wrong | was. 


So it Starts 


Author's Notes: 
Its taken me forever to do this, and its a small chapter but | plan to get really into it now, | got distracted 
with school, finding a job, working, and a bunny with MetallichickLars, so | hope someore will still read this, lol. 


There will be more soon! 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NN NNN NN NNN 


Its been a month since my press conference announcing Metallica's intention to sue Napster, and it has been 
sheer hell. Instead of it being news for a few days and then fading into the background, it just got bigger and 
bigger. 


At first it was relatively easy to ignore, I've never cared about what the press had to say about me or about 


the band, and we thrived on controversy but this, this was different. 


Less then a week after my press conference, MetClub was hacked by some Napster lovers who strongly 


disagreed with our actions. Posted everywhere was the phrase "Leave Napster Alone". 


It took several hours to fix, and there were no less then ten attempts to hack into the site again, but each 


time they were blocked. 


This was like a foreshadowing of the events that would follow, but | still did not think the press furor would 
last that long. 


Then it all changed. They refused to take our songs off, instead challenging us to prove that our songs were 
being used. | mean what the fuck, here they are jacking our shit and we have to prove it to them? 


We never stepped down from a challenge, especially something as personal as this so about two weeks ago | 


answered their challenge. 


| showed up at their headquarters with proof that our music was being used, and that's when everything went 


to hell. 


The media immediately pounced on it, and all | saw in the news was about how | was betraying the fans by my 


actions. This | could ignore but it grew harder when | read and saw some of the fans reactions. 


Can't they see why we are doing this? Apparently not from everything | have seen. The media interviewing 
fans that are saying how much they hate us now for what we are doing, that we are only being greedy. So 


many things they say and it hurts you know? 


These are our fans, and they think that we are betraying them, but that is the last thing that we are trying 
to do. 


| just want all the attention to go away, but it just keeps getting bigger and bigger, and | fear it's gonna 
consume me. All the criticisms, all the bands coming out for Napster, trying to cash in on all the attention, all 


of it | can't stand. 


How much more can | take? 


Nightmares 


Author's Notes: 

This took me a little bit to write, and | hope people like it, and Kasia let me know what you think. Please read 
and enjoy! As always, FB is appreciated. A special thanks to MetallichickLars, who helped with this so much, 
thank you! 


RUN NNNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NN NNN NN NNN 


Man this feels so good, why didn't | think of this before? | shake my head at the question, loving the feel of 


the water in my hair. 


The water is warm enough that I'm only wearing swim trunks, the oxygen tank strapped to my bare chest. | 


take a deep breath and let it out, poking my fingers at the bubbles that escape. 


| look over at where | was headed before | got distracted. Shaking my head again, | start to swim deeper into 


the water. 


A diver in front of me waves at me, then points behind me. | turn around and am confronted by a wall of 
silver fish, laughing as they scatter around me as | try to pet them. | watch as they swirl past my fingertips 
in a mad dash to get away. | know that feeling rather well. 


Turning back around, | start to follow the fish down, wanting to see more of what the ocean has to offer. 


As I'm swimming, | shiver a little as | notice that the water feels a little colder down here. Maybe | should 
have worn a wetsuit after all. | mentally shrug my shoulders as | tell myself not to worry about it, | don't plan 


to be down long. 


| lazily pump my legs, letting the flippers do most of the work as | go deeper and deeper down into the 


darkness. | shiver again as the water feels even colder, and | feel goose bumps rise up on my arms. 
| look around and gape slightly as | don't see the divers that were around before, where did they go? 


| rub my hands up and down my arms, trying to get rid of the chill that | feel now but it doesn't work, | just 
feel colder. With a start | realize that l'm still swimming deeper, | thought I'd stopped while trying to get warm 


again. 


Deeper and deeper | go, and now it's really starting to get cold, and | can't stop the shivers that wrack my 
body. Its too much for me to handle, so | decide to just go up early, I'm starting to lose the feeling in my 
fingers. 


| turn my body so that I'm looking up at the surface, and | move my legs and arms as | start to swim 
upwards. Instead of it getting warmer though, it just seems to get colder and colder. | look around and | almost 
choke as | realize that I'm deeper then | was before. 

I'm starting to get scared now, | can't seem to get to the surface. | can see it, but it seems to be drifting 
further and further away from my sight. | move my legs faster, moving my arms as well but it's like there's 
an invisible force pulling me deeper and deeper. A current that's not willing to let me free. 


Its colder still and | moan softly as | realize that | can no longer feel my fingers or my toes, its so cold. 


I'm starting to get desperate now as I'm forced down into the darkness. No matter how hard | try, the surface 


gets farther and farther away. 


Oh god, what's happening? l'm really losing it now, bordering on hysteria as | start to hyperventilate, all of a 
sudden not being able to get enough air into my lungs. 


Why can't | get to the surface, | don't understand? 


| mentally cry out as I'm tugged harshly, descending as the water gets colder and colder. | try to fight back, to 


swim harder but it's like | have no energy. 

This can't be happening! 

The thought repeats in my head as | try to escape what ever is pulling me down but it doesn't work 
Oh god it won't let me go? Why can't | break free! 


Its so cold now that | can barely breathe even with the aid of the oxygen tank on my back. The water forces 


any air | manage to get out of my lungs as the pressure wraps around me, squeezing me tighter and tighter. 
I'm getting dizzy now as my body becomes desperate for oxygen, my chest heaving as | try to breathe. Bright 
spots start to fill my vision as my body starts to shut down from lack of air. Even then | still try to fight my 
way free, but there's too much pressure around me. 

My movements fade as | grow weaker and weaker, no longer able to try and fight my way out. 

| can't feel my body anymore, the cold is too much, god it hurts! 


This isn't real, this isn't happening, it can't be, no, no, NO! 


My body jerks awake, the scream dying on my trembling lips as | curl myself into a ball, wrapping my arms 
tightly around my legs as | rock myself back and forth. Tears stream down my face as | try to calm down, 


my chest heaving from the terror | felt. 


It wasn't real, it was just a dream, it didn't happen, I'm safe, it's over now," | mumble over and over as | try 


to rid myself of my dream, shaking from it all 


| shiver as | unwrap myself for the time that it takes to pull my covers over my body before | curl myself 
up again, trying desperately to get warm. 


It feels like forever before | start to feel warm again | ponder trying to go back to sleep, ditching the idea as 


images from my nightmare flash before my eyes. 


| crawl out of bed and walk over to my closet, grabbing my warmest robe and wrapping it securely around my 
body as | look around my room, soaking in the familiarity of it. My eyes are drawn to my dresser, where | 
have several framed pictures of the band and |. One in particular catches my attention, and | find myself falling 


back into the memory. 


It was a couple of months after Jason had joined the band, and we were getting ready for a show that night. 
By an unspoken agreement, we all met up in James’ room and started drinking. This of course was not unusual, 


especially before a show. 


We all started messing around with each other, generally roughhousing and then this guy came up, asking to 
take some pictures of us so we were all just kind of like "ok" We started striking various poses, having fun 


with it all. 


At one point, Kirk threw his arm over my shoulder and pulled me over to him, and | wrapped my arm around 
James’ waist and pulled him over to me. Not to be left out, Jason came over and stood next to Kirk, and we all 


struck a pose, James and | drinking our beers and Jason and Kirk holding theirs. 
A couple weeks later the pictures were mailed to us, and we had a lot of fun going through them. It was the 
first time since Cliff died that we were having fun just being carefree. It was the first time that Jason was 


actually accepted as part of the band too. 


| smile wistfully as | stare at the photograph for a few long moments before | move away, getting ready for 


the day ahead of me. 


For the past two weeks, most of my time has been spent in hotels and offices as | met with various suits 


about the lawsuit. | can't even remember what the meetings were about, they all just run together for me. 


All the interviews and all the meetings are just wearing me down. Its like I'm not able to break free from it 


for a day, there's always something that needs to be done, or some phone call that | have to make. 


Yesterday had been the first day that | had completely to myself, there were no interviews, no phone calls and 


for that, | was grateful. 


My hand comes up to massage the back of my neck as | feel a headache coming on I've been having them a 


lot lately, and | know it's because of the stress but there is nothing | can do about it. 


| was the one that was elected for this job, and now there is nothing | can do about it but continue to go on, 


no matter what the consequences are. 


